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I went to a play of mine where no less than three eminent politicians
appeared. As I entered, one of them turned to me trembling with
anxiety and asked with the deepest earnestness: 'Has Oxford won?' "
On polling day we drove down with Shaw, along the narrow wind-
ing lanes to the village school, two miles away, where after depositing
our ballot paper, we spent some time inspecting the gravestones in the
little church nearby. G.B.S. said: "I suppose they will plant hideous war
memorials all over the place. Ours, in the village isn't too bad. A sword,
carved on a cross sums it up nicely. "We have very far to go before both
sword and cross are forgotten symbols. Even I still talk about 'handing
the sword to him that shall succeed me in my pilgrimage, and my
courage to Hm that can get it/ "
"The Cross stands for that courage."
"No," he answered, "it stands for the ignorance and bestiality of
the mob. But now that I have trained the people to be in advance of their
rulers, all the leaders need fear is the humiliation of power and not the
terror of the Cross." "We drove back to the village when not a soul
was to be seen. He came down to sit with us a while. Suddenly, as if
continuing a line of thought, he exclaimed:
"To think that the Sistine Chapel was in danger! Better that the
whole human race were exterminated than such a work of art. But from
the sublime to the ridiculous for clothes are ridiculous, you will agree.
You have not remarked about my new suit." We had certainly noticed
his new suit and as it looked exactly like all the others it was
unnecessary to make any comment. He continued:
"The others have lasted me over thirty years and this is made to last
fifty. You will notice that it is unlined, like all my other suits and it is
made to stand much sitting. I want to announce that I have found a local
tailor, probably an ex-plumber and that makes him all the more ver-
satile. I myself find it easier to settle down to another Back to Methuselah
than to stitch a button on my jacket/*
As a matter of fact, the button on his left knickerbocker was already
hanging loosely on a thread and it only needed a light pull to dislodge
it completely. He explained innocently that one of his legs was thinner
than the other and therefore he had to shrink that part of the knicker-
bocker by dipping it into cold water to contract it. It was an ingenious
idea and must have taken much time, first to conceive it and then
to carry it out. It was a stealthy operation but I know that he did not
succeed in keeping it entirely secret.
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